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WRIGLEYS 
Life—like good golf—is made 

up of many little things each 

one of which helps the score. 

Better digestion—steadier 

nerves—clearer brain, are all 

factors that count and are 

gained from the 

use of Wrigley’s. 

Makes pep 
Keeps you awake 

Picture of 
Health Now 

“In May and June I was 
badly and had faint 
spells undl it was a drag to do 
my work. In July and August I 
didn’t seem to pick up so I de- 
cided to try Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable Compound 

because 1 saw it advertised. I 
took two bottles and now I am 
the picture of health. I feel 
fine, do all my work and milk 
two cows. If any woman 
writes, I will certainly answer 
her letter.”—Murs: George R. 

MAKERS OF 
QUALITY BRUSHES 

ou 

HOW OE WOMAN LOST 
7818S, OF FAT 

This headline is exactly true and means 
Just what it says. Read her own letter : 
‘I take a daily dose of Kruschen and 
I have lost two inches round the waist 
and hips and 28 Ibs. since last summer, 
I feel very well on it, and people tell me 
I'look very fit. Tam 5 ft. 4 ins. in height, 
40 years old, and come of a stout family.” 

Miss E. L. 
If you are fat, first remove the cause. 
When your liver, kidneys and bowels 
can’t throw off that poisonous waste 
material which is always accumulating 
in your body—before you realise it 
you are growing hideously fat. 
Take Kruschen Salts in a glass of hot 
water every morning. In three weeks’ 
tune, get on the scales and note how 
many pounds of fat have vanished. 
Notice also how you have gained in 
Cray and health. Your skin is 
learer, your eyes sparkle with glorio 
health. = You feel at iy , 
keener in mind. Kruschen will give 
many fat people a joyous surprise, 
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DO YOU 
SUFFER FROM 
CONSTIPATION? | 

Countless remedies are advertised 
for constipation. Many relieve for 
the moment but they are habit form- 
ing and must be continued. Others 
contain calomel and dangerous min- 
eral drugs, which remain in the sys- 
tem, settle in the joints and cause 
aches and pains. Some are harsh 
purgatives which cramp and gripe 
and leave a depressed after effect. 
Avoid lubricating oils which only 

grease the intestines and encourage 
nature’s machinery to become lazy. 
A purely vegetable laxative such 

as Carter's Little Liver Pills, gently 
touches the liver, bile starts to flow, 
the bowels move gently, the intestines 
are thoroughly cleansed and constipa- 
tion poisons pass away. The stomach, 
liver and bowels are now active and 
the system enjoys a real tonic effect. 
All druggists 25¢ and 75¢ red pkgs. 
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before she became conscious that 

anything was wrong. When the 

knowledge struck her, however, it 

struck like a blow. She realized with 

a terrifying certainty not only that 

she did not know where she was, 

but that she did not even know who 

she was. - 

Her eyes took in her immediate 

surroundings. She wag obviously on 

a wide street or avenue of a large 

city, for crowds of men and women 

hurried past her, and all arouna 

there were imposing buildings and 

shops with flaunting window dis- 

plays. The street held nothing she 

could recognize, yet she had a fran- 

tic feeling that she really knew it 

very well. Oecasionally she caught 

words uttered in the throng, and 

these clearly carried their meaning 

to her brain: but mno one spoke to 

her and no one looked at her 

closely. 

Something, she knew well enough, 

was done to persons in a situation 

like hers. They were asked 

a ee taken somewhere .. 

perhaps surrounded by a curious 

crowd. Every instinct warned her to 

avoid such a development. She must 

be so natural in her actions that oth 

ers would continue to ignore her. 

She then become conscious that 

she was standing still on the side- 

walk. She straightened, and, ‘walk- 

ing to the edge of the curb, looked 

up and down the street as if waiting 

fer a car or an omnibus. 

But the road had no trolley 

tracks, and the omnibuses—there 

were omnibuses, and she felt an od1 

relief at sight of the familiar un- 

wieldly ebjects—did not stop for 

passengers in the middle of the 

blocks. She read their signs, but 

these gave her no help, though they 

led to a deepening of the frantic 

sense that she knew all about 

these places if only she could re- 

member what she knew. 

Her first impulse was to take the 

next omnibus, to go as far as it 

would carry her, and thus gain time 

to pull herstlf together. But she re- 

jected this. She might be herself 

again—any minute, and then she 

would be on familiar ground; where- 

as, if she wandered from it, who 

could tell how far she might go, or 

where There was a chance, too, 

that she had a companion who had 

temporally lost sight of her, or who 

was in one of those near-by shops 

and had asked her to wait....No, 

she must remain where she was, or 

near there, for a time at least. 

A passing stranger gave her a 

quick and curious glance. Why? She 

quickened her pace till she reached 

the corner: standing there, close to 

the curb, she looked up and down, 

as if waiting for a bus. 

Looking down at her hands, she 

had discovered that she was carry- 

ing a small bag. In it surely, there 

would be cards, or a note-book or 

letter or some other clue to her 

identity. 

She drew farther away from the 

waiting group and with trembling 

fingers opened the bag. Like most 

of the bags women carry, it was de- 

vided into two compartments—a 

center one, closed, for bank-notes 

and coins, and the remaining space 

for miscellaneous possessions. She 

snapped open the center compart- 

ment and saw a reassuring display 

of bank-notes and silver, which she 

did not take time to examine. She 

closed it with a throb of thankful- 

ness (at least she was not destitute) 

and pulled out the other articles 

in the purse. 

There were only three—a hand- 

kerchief without initials, still In 

the folde the laundress had ironed 

in it, a small pair of noseglasses in 

a silk cage, marked with the name 

of a Paris maker, a vanity-box, con- 

taining a mirror, a chamois powder- 

pad, and a cream face-powder. She 

glanced into the mirror, and the in- 

spec#ion gave her no shock of sur 

prise. She looked like that, whoever 

she was. But it was appalling to 

find nothing helpful in the hand- 

bag! 

Her pockets? Of course she had 

none. The day was a warm one in 

early September, and she was 

wearing a onetpiece reseda-sgreen 

silk gown, with no coat. She look- 

into the mirror again. It reflected 

the face of a girl about twenty-two 

or twenty-three, with bronze-color- 

ed bobbed and waved, good 

features, wide, frightened gray- 

green eyes, and an unnatural pal- 

hair, 

lor. As she returned tMe mirror 

to the bag she discovered that 

she was wearing a wrist-watch, 

—s firm, 

quest- 

If 

time to pull 

heard a voice, speaking in accents 

of authority. 

miss?” it “Anything wrong, 

asked: and she found herself look- 

ing up into the eyes of a big police- 

man. 

Her heart then drop- stood still, 

ped. 

“No.” she said quickly. “No, no, 

of course not.” 

“Oh, all right,” he said 

but with steady eyes on her face. 

“Thought lost some- 

thin’ from that purse.” 

had a feeling that she was 

moment, 

easily, 

you mighta 

She 

in deadly peril. 

and he would be leading her away, 

to be asked questions she couldn’t 

keep steady.. 

Another 

ancewer.....She must 

Clearly it would not do to linger 

there much longer, and when anoth- 

or omnibus had come and gone she 

choosing a cCross- 

to get from 

turned away, 

street on an impulse 

under the officer's eyes. 

She had walked half a block be- 

fore she dared tc glance back to 

see if the policeman had followed 

her. He had not, but some one else 

had; turned the 

pursuer spoke. 

“Pardon me. But can I help you 

in any way?’ he asked. 

She stared at him with an uprush 

of anger. Must she be hounded 1y 

the inquisitive, or driven mad hv 

some street lizard? But the voice 

was an agreeable one, and the face 

at which she looked mat:hel it It 

was the tanned, smooth shave a “ro 

of a young man in the middle twen- 

ties. with thick brown hair, goed 

features, and unusually heavy eye- 

She had seen him among 

while she 

and even as she 

brows. 

those near her 

for the omnibus. 

“Pardon me,” he repeated, 

she saw that he held his “straw hat 

in his hand. “You seem to be in 

some kind of trouble.’ Seeing the 

panic in her eyes, he added has- 

“As we're guests at the same 

might let me 

waited 

and 

tily; 

hotel, I thought you 

help you out.” 

Notwithstanding hig tact and his 

casual tone, the young man was 

rather overwhelmed by the way the 

girl's white face seemed to flash 

into flame as she heard his words. 

He had been right, then. Some- 

thing was wrong with her, and it 

wag no trifle, either. : 

“Oh,” she gasped, 

me ” 

He controlled his surprise at the 

strangeness of the question and man 

ner, telling himself he must get to 

the bottom of thig. The girl was up 

against something and was fright- 

ened out of her wits. 

“I don't, he regretfully admitted, 

“axcept by sight. But I've seen you 

at the table next to mine in the 

hotel dining-room these last three 

nights, and that makes me feel that 

I know vou. Perhaps it gives me the 

right to offer help, if you need 

any—" 

He stopped, and for a moment 

steadily met what was, he after- 

wards told himself, the strangest 

look he had ever seen in a girl's 

eves. It held many things, of which 

the chief was fear, with suspicion 

added, as well as hesitation, and a 

indescribably pathetic 

“you know 

dawning, 

hope. 

A little farther down the block a 

puble building stood, surrounded by 

a small park whose outstanding 

features were a fountain, a few 

trees, and half a dozen benches. 

He indicated # with a nod. 

“We can't stand here. Let's go 

into that park,” he suggested, in 

the tone of an older brother. “Then 

you can tell me what's wrong.” 

He moved forward as he spoke, 

assuming that she would go with 

him, and she went, in silence. That 

much chance, sie told herself, she 

could take—that much and no more. 

He walked on with strides adapt- 

ed to her shorter steps and she 

kept close beside him, realizing 

even in the chaos of the moment, 
that she was beginning to trust him. 

he had suddenly left her she 

would have felt that her last hope 

had gone, too—that he had broken 

her only tie with the living world 

around her. She was like a lost and 

terrified child to whom a kind 

stranger has held out a guiding 

hand. 

He found seats on a bench so 

cloge to the fountain that its flying 

spray came almost to their feet. Any 

girl, she told herself, could trust 

that nice, tanned, clean-cut, face. | cellent values are the motto at 
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“1 don’t re- 
“I'm wondering if 

mistaken,” she faltered. 

member seeing you.” 

“You wouldn't,” he cheerf
ully ad- 

mitted, answering the second re- 

mark first. “You've 

looked my way. But I'm not mistak- 

in front 

“The 

never even 

And I saw vou, sitting 

enjoying 
en. 

of me last night, 

wild Rose. It's one of the best of 

musical comedies, isn't it?” 

She drew a quick breath. Some- 

her had re- 

if a touched 

down within 

sponded to that, 

cord had strongly vibrated..... Yet 

she could not remember. She 

called on her courage and it rallied. 

“I'm going to trust you,” she said, 

with a decision that made her voice 

far 

as 

almost harsh. 

“Please do.” Again his tone was 

that of an older brother, and again 

she met the quiet regard of those 

dependable brown eyes. They held 

no suspicion, no curiosity, not even 

a too obstrusive sympathy. 

“If you are right about the hotel,” 

she said, “I can go back there and 

look at the register. Then I can get 

in touch with my family and 

friends, if IT have any. I suppose I 

must have some don’t you 

think so?” : 

“Of course you have,” he told her. 

“But vou may be all over this be- 

fore you get downtown.” 

H saw her lips relax ‘n something 

that was almost a smile. 

“Thank you so much. I'm trying 

to keep steady,” she said, rising as 

she spoke; “but I want to get to 

that hotel as soon as I can, and 

up. Isn't it a weird 

with some- 

and 

is 

look myself 

situation?” she added, 

thing that was half a laugh 

half a strangled sob. “Where 

the Garland?” 

He told her. “I'll 

for you,” he added. 

get a taxicab 

As they waited together at the 

curb he asked impulsively: 

“Will you let me go with you? I 

might be of some But of 

course that’s for you to decide.” 

An empty cab approached and 

stopped at his signal. He helped 

her into it, repeated the address to 

the driver, and stepped back from 

the curb, bareheaded, accepting her 

silence as dismissal. 

“No, No.” she cried. 

please. I'd rather 

me.” 

use. 

“Gat in, 

have you with 

“I'm glad of that,” he said as 
he took hig place beside her. “But 

I think your troubles will soon be 

over.” 

She was becoming more hopeful, 

too. She had the feeling of one who, 

from the bottom of a black pit 

into which he has fallen, sees a 

glimpse of light at its mouth. Yet 

suppose this Good Samari- 

tan was mistaken? 

“The Garland’s a nice old hotel,” 
she heard him say, with the matter- 
of-factness that 

Sone a hin 

was so cheering. 
“To my mind it's the best of the 
hotels of its type—the kind that 
used to be fashionable before the 
city moved away from them.” 
He saw that she was not listen- 

ing, and he decided to risk a smal 
experiment. 

“Do you know what city you're 
in?” he asked her. 

“No, not even that.” 
“This is New York.” 

“Oh New York ” She :ais- 
ed a lighted face to him. 
“That means something to you, 

doesn’t it?” 

“Yes.” Her face shadowed again 
and puckered like a frightened 
child’s. “But I dont know just 
what it means—whether I've been 
here, or whether I've just read 

about it.” 

“You were on Fifth Avenue when 

you waited for the bus.” 

“Fifth Avenue.” She repeated the 

words, but vaguely. He went en 

talking, pointing out the city’s 

landmarks, hoping that one of them 

would “ring a bell,” ag he nenmtally 

expressed it; but again she hardly 

listened. She was following her 

own reflections, and now he learn- 

what they were. 

“I have a horror of becoming ‘a 

case’, she said in a shaking voice. 

“Is there any way of learning who 

I am without letting 

what's wrong ?—without really ask- 

ing at the desk, I mean.” 

(Continued Next Week.) 
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Anna Lee Scott 

DOMESTIC SCIENCE AUTHORITY 

AUTHOR OF “COOKERY ARTS & KITCHEN 
MANAGEMENT" 

In addition to the recipes, 

here are a few of the 

Cookery Secrets Anna 

Lee Scott gives you 
in her Filing 

Cabinet 

! 
How to make a sauce 

smooth. 

How to select fresh tender 

meat when marketing. 

How to prepare meat for 

roasting, boiling, frying, 

etc. 

How to prepare fish. 

How to substitute egg and 

cheese dishes for meat, 

fish and fowl. 

How to get a variety in 

are 
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ou’ve ever worked in an 
office you will appreciate the 
saving in time, the accuracy 

and the business-like convenience 
of a complete filing system. 

Now, through the co-operation of Anna Lee 
Scott—famous domestic science authority 
offer you an exact duplicate of her modern filing 
system for your cooking recipes! 

e how handy this will be in your cooking. 

What a saving in time...no fuss, no worry look- 

ing up recipes in cook books. And too...in this 

filing cabinet, listed under carefully indexed 

m—— 

Recipe Fil; ng Cabinet 
AT BELOW COST oly 

at your Grocers 
or sent by mail 

post-paid. 

-—we 

salads by interchanging cards, are 100 of Anna Lee Scott's newest and 

dressings. choicest recipes—each one simply .and briefly 

How to test bread when EW. : A 

baking. Blank cards, too, are included for pasting up 

How to make muffins by 

a quick method. 

How to ice a cake to best 
advantage. 

How to make desserts 

which are nourishing for 

If your groc 
us 25c¢. and 

additional recipes. Just visit your grocer—give 

him 25c.—ask for your cabinet. That's all, you 

don’t have to buy any flour or send any coupons. 
er has already sold his supply, mail 

we will immediately send your 

cabinet pest-paid (specify whether you wish it 

printed in English or French). 

This remarkable offer is made as our appreci- 

ation to the housewives of Canada who have 

CR made gv he genes success s ing open 

; A Flour. It is m om carefully select 

re Hos pong Fond gos Canadian hard wheat—by the most modern. 

 — methods. A definite guarantee of money back 

And many other interest- satisfaction goes with every bag. 

ing and helpful hints. Try Maple Leaf Flour for your next baking—the 
results will delight you. ANew ‘“‘Anna Lee Scott” 

recipe comes in each bag—on a card to fit the 

filing cabinet—printed in English and French. 

Be sure to get your Recipe Filing Cabinet NOW. 

Plow, Harrow, Potato Planter, Hoes and Cultivators for Potatoes, 

Mower, Binder, Potato Digger; also a Power take-off for belt 

MAPLE LEAF MILLING CO. LIMITED 
HEAD OFFICE - - 

—————— 

The only Tractor that has appliances for all Machinery:— 

work on the farm. 

- Some Distinctive features - 

‘Main bearings are guaranteed a life time 
Removable cylinder sleeves 
One piece frame 
High tension magneto 
Impulse starter 
Gear oil pump 
Visible oil indicator 

If it Isn’t a McCormick Deering it isn’t a Farmall 

J Clark & Son, Ltd. 

« TORONTO, ONTARIO 


